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identity under the name of Aris (God of War) Veloukhiotis. His real name was Athanese Klaras and his reputation was villainous. If his politics could be analysed, he was a left-wing Republican with Communist sympathies, but eventually even the Communists repudiated him. Stories circulated that Aris had committed all kinds of unmentionable crimes, that he was a sadist and had ordered wholesale massacres. My colleague Richard Capell met men who swore that Klaras had had prisoners' feet beaten and then salted. Certainly he had a criminal record from 1925 onwards, having been convicted of a variety of crimes, including theft, perjury, and forgery.
Kanelopoulos, who at that time was speaking from the same balcony, later denounced him as responsible for 10,000 Greek lives in the Peloponnese. Klaras was well-named the "witch-doctor" of the Greek resistance movement. Yet he came of respectable middle-class parents and had decided urbanity. He certainly also had enormous vanity and must have been obsessed with a fanatical belief in his own destiny to lead men, besides an insensate desire for personal power. After all, more famous men in other lands have had these same characteristics.
This posturing, picturesque cut-throat looked his best when riding on a chestnut horse at the head of his tatterdemalion forces. When I saw him leading his army, two buglers rode immediately behind him blowing querulously, their horses noticeably bonier than that of their leader. Then came a troop of about six men on horses and mules, comprising a sovereign's escort. The main body—shambling in column of threes—wore a miscellaneous assortment of German, Greek or Italian uniforms. A bandolier, alone, was the minimum, some wearing this over civilian rags. British Sten guns, dropped by parachute, were the most serviceable weapons they carried. Later, we were to rue the day when we so lavishly supplied these arms.
Bringing up the rear of this army, which was only a few hundred strong, were two horse-drawn carts, laden with captured German war material, as well as men with velvet berets, looking like Parisian artists. An officer, wearing his old Greek uniform—the only person whose clothing matchedvt r* v\ •» s\\ykat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
